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You (hpuld not ruffle thus. What will you do? 

Com* Come Sir. 
What Letters had you late from France ? 

Rsg. Be fimple anfwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Com, And -what confederate haue you with the Trai- 
tors, late footed in the Kingdoms ? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
You haue fent the Lunaticfce King: Spea&c. 

Glen, I haue a Letter gueffingly fecdowne 
Which came from one that's of a new trail heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. Andfalfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Glot*. To Douer. 

Reg& Wherefore to Douer ? 
Wast thou not charg'd at perill. 

Corn. Wherefore to Douer? let him anfwer that. 

CIoh, I am tyed to'sb'Srakc,. 
And. I -mull ftand the Courfe, 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? 

ghx. Becaufe 1 would not fee thy cruel! Nailes 
Plucke out hi3 poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 
In his Annointed flefli> ftickeboarifh pbangs. 
The Sc^with fuch a ftorme as his bare head, 
In Hcll-blacke-night indur'd, would haue buoy'd vp 
And quench'd the Swelled fires : 
Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to raine. 
If Wolueshad at thy Gate howl'd that flcrnc time , 
Thou ihould'ft haue laid, good Porter turnc the JCey : 
All Cruels elfc fubferibe : but I {hall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouercake fuch Children^ 

Corn, See't fhalt thou neuer.Fcllowes hold y €haire ? 
Vpon thefe eyes of thine, lie fecrny foote. {. 

Qlo#. He that will thinker© !iue,ti!l he be old, ; 
Giue me fome helps. — O cruell ! O yotiGods. 

Reg. One fide will raocke another ; Th'othet too. 

Com. Ifyoufee vengcar.ee. 

Seru. Hold your hand,my Lord: 
I haue feru'd you euer fince I was a Childe 2 
But better feruice haue I neuer done you. 
Then now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you dogge f 

Ser. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 
Tld fhake it on this quarrell. What do you mcanc ? 
C orn, My Villaine? 

tor^.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue me thy Sword. A pedant Hand vp thus ? 

Fjlhshim. 

Ser. Ohlamfiaine: my Lord ,you haue one eye !cfc 
To fee feme mifchefe on him. Oh. 

Com. Left itfeemorcpreuent lt;Out yildcgelly 2 
Where is rhy.luftcr now ? 

Ghu. Alldarkeandcomfcitleffe? 
Where's my Sonne Edmmdl 
Edmwd, enkindle all the fparkes of Nature 
To quit this horrid aftc. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 
Thou caif ft on him 3 that hates thee. It was be 
That made t rie oumure of \hy Trcafonstov* ; 
Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Cjlon. O my Foilics I then £ dgar was abus'd, 
Kindc Gods, forgiue me thar,and profper him, 

Reg,< Go'?jhrnft hirh our at gates^and let him fmell 
His way to Douer. Sxitmth Gloufter. 

How is'c my -Lord? How lookeyou ? 
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Com. I haue rccciu d a hurt : Follow^T^ ^ - - 
Turne out that cyeicfTc Villaine : throw th\X\ y 
Vpon the Dunghill : ^ I bleed apace * 
Vntimcly comes this hurt, Giue me your arm,. * 

JBusQuartus. ScenaTrirna 


Enter Edgar. 

Sdg. Yet better thus.andknowne to be c* n >* >, 
T hen dill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worft ; 
The Weft, and mod deiefted thing of Fortlmc 
Stands fill! in efperancc, hues not in feare : 
The lamentable change is from the beft 
The worft rerurnes to laughter. Welcome then 
Thou vnfubftantiall ayrc that I embrace : ? 
The Wretch that thou haft blowne vntothe worft 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 1 

Enter Cloufier^nd an O/dman. 
But who comes beere ? My Father poorclv led > 
World, World, O world I J 
But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee 
Life would not yeeldc to age. * 

Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe foarcfecre yeares ' 
' Clou. A wny,get thee away : good Friend be pL 
Thycomfortscandomenogoodatail " ? 
Thee, they may hurt, 

Oldm, You cannot fee your way. 
Clou. I haue no way. and therefore want no eyes: 
I ftumbled when I law. Fuliolt 'tis fecne, 
Our meanes feciire vs. and our meere defers 
Proue our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Mfkr 
Th^food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 
Mig c I but hue to ice thee in my touch, 
i l ld lay i had eyes agame. 

Oldm, How now ? who's there ? 
Edg. O Gods! Who is't can hy X amatthe wrft? 
I am worfe then ere i was. 
Old. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Edg. And worfe I may be yet : the worft is not, 
So long as we can fay this is the worft. 
Oldm. FelloWjWhere goeft t* 
Glou. Is it a Beggar-man ? 
Oldm. Madman^and beggar too. 
Clou. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg, 
Tth'laft nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw; 
Which made me thinke a Man,a Worme. My Serine 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfe Friends with hiiw. 
I haue heard more fince : 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 
They kill vs for their fport. 

Edg. Howfhould this be? 
Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Ang'ring it felfe,and others. Blefle thee Maftcr. 
Clou. Is that the naked Fellow? 
Oldm. I,myLord. 
Glott. Get thee away : If for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or cwaine' 
x-th* my toward Douer, do it for ancient loue, 
And bring fome coucring for this naked Soule, 
Which He intreate to leade me. 
Old. Alacke fir, he is mad. 
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Glotf. Tis the times plague, 
tjuhen Madmen leade the blindc : 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafurc s 
Abouc the reft, be gone. 

Oldm. He bring him the beft Parrcll that I baue 
Come ont,what will. Ex$t 
Clm. Sirrah, naked fellow. 
%lg. Poore Tom's a cold. I eanafcf daub it lurthen 
qU». Come hither fellow. 
£d<r. And yet I muft : 
ftieffe thy fwecte eyes, they blcede. 
Clou. Know'ft thou che.way to Douer C 
£dg. Both ftyle.snd gate ; Horfcway,and foot-path : 
oore Tom hath bin fcan'd out of his good wits. Blefle 
fhec good mans fonne» from the foule Fiend. 
l tf/<?*.Hcre take this purfe^ whom the heau'ns plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes : that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier : Heauens deale fo ftill ; 
Lec the fuperfluous, and Luft-dicted man, 
fhatfiUuesyour ordinance, that will not fee 
gecaufc he do's not feele,feele your powrc quiekly : 
Sodiftribution ftiould vndooexceffc, 
A nd each man haue enough. Doft thou know Douer? 
Edg. I Mafter. 

Glo*. TbercisaCIiffc, whofe high and bending head 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Dcepe : 
Bring me but to the very brimme of it, 
And He repayre the mifrry thou do'ft beare 
With fomcthing rich about me : from that place* 
I (hall no leading necde. 

Edg. Giucmethyarme; 
poore Tom (hall leade thee. Exeunt . 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter qoneritf, e Bajlard 9 and Steward. 
Gon. Welcome my Lord.I mcruell our mild husband 
Not met vs on the way, Now,where's your Mafter ? 

Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chang'd ; 
I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He fmif d at it. I told him you were comming, 
His anfwer was, the worfe. Of Gloftcrs Treachery, 
And of the loyall Scruicc of his Sonne 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong fide out : 
What molt he (liould diflike, feemes pleafant to him 5 
What like, offenfiuc 

Gon. Then fhall you go no further. 
It is the Cowifti terror of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake : Hce'l not fecle wrongs 
Which tyc him to an anfwer : our wifhes on the way 
May proue effeds. BickcEdmond to my Brother, 
Haftcn his Mufters^nd conduct his po wre*. 
I muft change names at home, and giue the Oiftaffe 
Into my Husbands hands. This truftie Seruant 
Shall patTc betweene vs : ere long you are like to hearc 
(If you dare venture in your own? behalfe) 
A Miftreffes command. Weare this ; fpare fpecch, 
Decline your head. This kifle, if it durft fpeake 
Would ftretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre: 
Conceiue, and fare thee well. 
Baft. Yours in the rankes of death. Exit. 
Gon. My moft deere Glofter. 


Oh, the difference of man.and man, 
To thee a Womans feruices arc due, 
My Foole vfurpes my body. 

Stew. Madam, here come's my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I haue becne worth the whiftle« 

Alb. Oh Gonerill, 
You arc not worth the duft which the rude windc 
Blowes in your face; 

Gon. Milkc-Liuer'd man, 
That bear'ft a cheekc for blowes, a head for wrongs, 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difecrning 
Thine Honor, from thy fuffcring. 

Alb. Sec thy felfe diueji s 
Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon, Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter a iJWeffenger* 

Mefi Oh my good Lord.the Duke of Cornwnls dead, 
Slainc by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloufter. 

Alb, Gloufters eyes. 

7Mef. A Seruant that he bred, thrhTd withremorfc, 
Oppos'd againft the z& ; bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter, who, threat-enrag'd 
Flew on him, and among'ft them fell'd him dead, 
But not without that harmefull ftroke,which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb n This fhewes you arc abouc 
You Iuftices, that thefe our neather crimes 
So fpeeddy can venge. But (O poore Gloufter) 
Loft he his other eye? 

A fefi Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letcr Madam, craues a fpcedy anfwer ; 
Tis from your Sifter. 

Gon. One W3y 1 like this well , 
But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her,] 
May all thebuilding in my fancieplucke 
Vpon my hatefull life. Another way 
The Newes is not fo urt,. He rcad,and anfwer. 

Alb. Where was his Sonne, 
When they did take his eyes? 

Afef Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. Heisnotheere. 

TAef. No my good Lord, I met Wm backe againe. 

Alb. Knowcshethc wickedneffe? 

Mef. I my good Lord:*twas he inform'd againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpofc, that their pumfhraeafc 
Might haue the freer courfe. 

Alb. Gloufter,! liuc 
To thanke thee for the loue thou fhew'dft the King, 
And to rcucnge thine eyes, Come hither Friend, 
Tell rac what more thou know'ft. Sxeunt. 



Enter mtb Drum and Colon* 7, Cirdelia, Cj$*thm* 9 

and Sonldiours. 
Cor. Alacke, 'tis he : why he was met cucn now 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd, 
Crown'd with raokc Fenii^r, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardokcs,Hcmlockc, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 

Darnrll 


